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God is in the Radio 


Author's Notes: 
A written take on the concept album, Songs for the Deaf. 
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Hey, good morning fo all of you out there, tuning in to 1086, The Joshua Tree Edge. This is Larry Oakley, your 
desert daddy, and we've got a great show coming up for you today. We're talking about the new album from The 
Clones, and it's called Same Shit as Before. Thats right, they're playing in fown this week, and not only have we got 
some tree tickets to give away, but we're going to be talking to them live, and in the studio. So stay with us, my 
desert bunnies, and daddy promises not to disappoint.’ 
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Nick frowned at the radio, willing the DJ babble to become more interesting, before realizing that simply 


wishing for it rarely ever yielded a result. 


“Turn it off, if you want." Josh muttered, cigarette hanging from his lip and his hands in the wheel. Nick 


shrugged, resting his arm on the rust-red door, the window down. 

"IFs fine. Nice distraction, you know?" 

They drove on, the yellow and red desert lining the slate-grey interstate. Josh hummed with the music, 
tapping his fingers against the wheel and Nick leaned his head back against the padded rest, watching the city 
fade in the rear view mirror. Half an hour passed, and Nick cleared his throat. 


"You're not driving out here to kill me, and dump my body, right?" 


Josh laughed, shaking his head and dropping his cigarette through the window, watching the ash and embers 


bounce away from the truck. 
"Nah. Not yet. Just wanted to run some ideas by you." 


Nick grinned his toothy, goat-like grin and nodded. It had been a good half-year since they'd dropped R on an 


unsuspecting public. Those in the know had started to wonder when Josh would feel the familiar itch. 

"So how are we running this one? | know I've got a few ideas, and Mark's been buzzing. You?" 

"Yeah, there's a few in the pipe," Josh inclined his head, jerking it back to where a thick, black notebook lay in 
the small backseat. "So Mark's in? Fuck, that's good news. | called Dave last week, see if he wanted a piece of 
it" 

"Grohl, or Catchings?" 


"Both," Josh winked, laughing and twisting the volume dial on the radio. 
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„and the best rib-eye in town Family friendly, with a fun atmosphere, don't be shy about bringing the whole brood 
down fo see us. And we're not just about steak! Come and check out our new all-vegetarian menu, as well as our 


tully-stocked bar and irresistible desert menu Open seven days a week, left on Stony Creek Road.. 


Alright, you're back in the studio with your desert daddy, Larry Oakley. Dont worry girls, Ill be gentle with you. 


Coming up this hour, we've got tracks from The Uhoriginals, the new one from Repeator, and the song that's 
climbing the charts as we speak, you know what Im talking about, the.. 
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Laying in the bed of Josh's rust-red pickup, Nick watched the clear sky above them. Not even a cloud to 
watch. He rolled onto his stomach, kicking Josh in the thigh, and grinning. 


‘| like it. | think its a good concept. If you can pull it off, that is.” 
Josh snorted, lighting another cigarette and sitting up, leaning against the back of the cab. The tracks from 
where the truck had left the road, driving out into the open desert, were slowly disappearing into the shifting 


sands. 


| can pull it off. Don't worry your precious fucking head about that. You, me and Mark in the Studio. With 
Grohl. Sound good?" 


Nick's grin only widened. He nodded, having been aching for the routine chaos of recording for some months 


now. 


"You're going to need another guitarist for when we tour. You know DC's busy with the Rancho.| don't know if 


we can get Brendan back." 


Josh nodded, gesturing with his cigarette. The smoke mimicked clouds against the blue sky, before fading and 


leaving the desert, once again, flawless and empty. 


‘I've got it sorted. There's this guy, | caught a show of his a while back, he's good. If he's available when we 


tour, I'll call him. You'll like him." 


‘| very much fucking doubt that." Nick laughed his barking, horse-laugh, shoving Josh against the shoulder of 
the truck. 


"Sounds like you've got it all sorted and ready to go. I'll call Mark when we get back, tell him to get on the next 
flight out here. Time to unleash the recording beast again, | guess.." 


Josh winked, smirking just out of the corner of Nick's eye. Nick frowned, knowing that look far too well. 


"So why, exactly, did you drive me out here? It sounds like you've already got your mind made up about the 


aloum..nice excuse, though." 


His head hit the floor of the corrugated truck bed, struck hard in the cheek by Josh's open palm. Nick laughed, 


arching his back and digging his nails into Josh's shoulders, the empty blue sky filled with a dark smirk and 
bright, red hair. 
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thats right, you heard it here first. The tickets sold out yesterday, but we've got two sets of four sitting right 
here, in my hot little hand Didnt | promise Daddy Oakley would take care of you, kids and kittens? So for those of 
you that were smart enough, quick enough, and far enough in mommy's wallet to get your tickets already, Hi be 
down there at eight am, sharp, causing some trouble. | suggest, nay, command you to run, walk and otherwise 
hurry down there. This Saturday, gates open at noon For those of you stil in a ticket-less state, keep listening, the 


chance to win is com.. 


eR 


Josh brought his hand down hard, striking Nick's hip and sending him skidding down against the bed of thr 
truck. Nick hissed, his nails scraping and breaking against the rust-flecked steel, shoving his hips back with a 


defiant snarl. 


"Watch your big fucking hands, voshua' he snapped, grinning and rolling his ass back against Josh's hips, snorting 
at the resulting moan. "This truck of yours isn’t exactly five stars, you know." 


Josh snorted, reaching down between Nick's legs and roughly grabbing the base of his prick. He stroked, slowly 
at first, squeezing and dragging his nails. Nick hissed, cursing and yelping as his fingers drummed and struck 
the truck bed. He rolled his hips back, the knees of his jeans rubbed red from the rust and paint, his face 
pressing into the twisted knot of his discarded shirt. 


"You love it," Josh replied, bringing his hand down again, leaving a vibrant hand print against Nick's bare hip. He 
yelped, squawking like an indignant crow and pushing his hips back, fiercely insistent. 


"Quick fuckin’ around," he growled. Josh laughed softly, taking the cigarette from his lips and exhaling, watching 
the smoke fade and the paper turn to tobacco fumes and ash. He twisted it through the air, bringing it down 
and grinding the cherry into Nick's hip, sliding a finger into his ass at the same time. 


Nick cried out, immediately slapping his own hand against the base of his prick, determined not to come just 


yet. 


"Pretty," Josh whispered, before leaning down and sliding his tongue along the bas of his knuckle, flicking it 
against Nick's ass. 


Nick went wild. 
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„so let me try and get this straight, for all of our listeners out there. Not only did they end up in the pool 
together, but the four-wheel bike and the grill followed them in? Wow, you heard it here first, then. 


„yeah, thats about how it happened | mean, its a litte different depending on who you ask, but it was one hell of 
a night. Were actually thinking about writing something from it, putting it on the new album, you know? A sort 


of.shout-out to everyone who was there.. 


„Crazy, crazy stuff. All right, were still in the studio here with Chaz and James from The Clones, talking about 
their new album, which is in stores now and is titled Same Shit As Before. Stay with us here on The Joshua Tree 
Edge, 1086, where nothing is new and the riffs are all, you heard me, all stolen from your dads record collection. 
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Holding on to the cab of the truck, his head hanging low between his shoulders and outstretched arms, Nick bit 
his lip and cursed through his teeth. He shoved back, almost as if he were trying to knock Josh over, such 


was the frantic violence of their fucking. 


"Jesus," Josh laughed, digging his nails into Nick's hips and dragging him back, before swinging his own forward 
and shoving him against the cab. "Calm the fuck down." 


"Fuck you," Nick gasped, the sun baking his back and bare head, making him shiver and sweat at the same time. 
Grinding backwards, clenching and twitching against Josh's cock, stars began to cluster and spin in front of his 
eyes. 


"Gonna come," he panted, fingers curling into balled fists. 
Josh nodded, reaching forward and wrapping an arm around Nick's waist, leaning down with the other and 
warmly, gently fisting his prick. He stroked once, twice, his hips slamming forward and patching the pace, 


before Nick came with a jerk and a cry. 


Following quickly, Josh slammed forward and crushed Nick against the bed of the truck, holding him there as 
they shook and twitched, warm from the sun and exhausted from each other. 


Slowly, gingerly stretching his protesting muscles, Josh de-tangled himself from Nick and rolled onto his back, 
hissing at the hot metal on his skin Nick groaned, pulling his jean sup over his abused, raw hips and buckling 


them. 


"Smoke?" Josh offered, slapping the pack down on Nick's chest. Nick nodded with a throaty, rasping laugh, 
content with punching Josh in the arm until he produced a lighter. 


"Want me to dive back?" he asked, hooding his eyes with one hand and looking out into the desert. The city was 
a blur on the horizon, bringing him back from the seclusion of the sand and rock. Josh shook his head, snorting. 


"Fuck no. Let me sleep a while, first. Hand me my sunglasses." 


Nick shook his head, grinning and handing Josh his sunglasses. He lay beside him, stretching against the warm, 
rough metal beneath his back and closed his eyes, listening to the relentless babble of the radio and enjoying 
the quiet, never-changing simplicity of the desert around them. 


eR 


„well my darlings, my listeners and my ladies, thats it for me today. Dry yours eyes, because Ill be back 
tomorrow morning at 8 sharp, with another show for you and for you only. Thanks to my guests for their stories 
and for signing the CDs and shirts Hil be giving away for the rest of the week. So remember, my beloved listeners, 
though you may change, the desert will always remain the same, and | will always be here, Larry Oakley, The 
Joshua Tree Edge, 1085. Until tomorrow.. 


